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Rivers of Living Water 


Author's Notes: 
Something | started years ago, and am just now finishing (for those of you who are familiar with the beginning 


of this). 


"They hate you, you know. They know about you." 


The words hung in the late-Spring air, sounding something like a veiled challenge, though they weren't intended 
to be. 


The other man, barely visible in the dark, save for the glowing cherry at the end of his cigarette, shrugged 
his shoulders. "Am | supposed to care?" 


"| didn't figure you would." 


Jon watched his friend tip the bottle of cheap whiskey up to his mouth and take a long drink. The amber liquid 
caught the moonlight and for a moment it was the brightest thing in their midst. He hadn't known Richie long; 


only a few scant weeks separated them from the time they met by accident in a convenience store, and 


already Jon found himself drawn irresistibly to the easygoing friendship of the other man. 
Almost every night since then, they had secretly met at this lake to sit in the grass and talk and drink. Richie 
always supplied the alcohol, and the cigarettes, that was his job. Jon's job was to flout seminary rules and 


sneak out every night after curfew to come to the lake on the edge of campus. 


Richie handed the bottle over, and Jon took a drink, letting the alcohol slide down inside him slowly, burning a 
fine layer off of everything it touched. He wanted to bathe in it. 


"So do you?" 


"Do | what?" Jon asked, taking the proffered cigarette and dragging off it. He attempted to blow smoke rings, 


but it was too dark to see if his efforts were successful or not. 

"Care that they hate me." 

"Not really." 

"Yes you do. You care about everything those fucking old windbags have to say." 

Jon didn't respond. He had learned very early on that there was no point in arguing this point with Richie. The 
man had attended Catholic school for a short time as a child and, as an adult, hated everything to do with the 
religion. Jon was studying to become a priest. So religion was mostly off-limits as a topic of conversation 

"| gotta ask you a question," Richie said, the words slightly drawn out in that way that meant the whiskey was 
finally kicking in (and that Jon would probably have to soon call it a night to avoid an argument). "What do you 
do when you're horny? | mean, you can't fuck and you can't even jerk off. What is it, a cold shower? Does that 
even work?" 

"l'm not gonna get into this." 


"Oh, come on. I'm not trying to start a fight. | really wanna know." 


Sighing, Jon took another drink. It roiled in his belly with the other ones that were already starting to make his 
head a little unsteady. "Mostly you just try to avoid thinking of things that get you horny in the first place." 


"That's pretty boring.” 
"Well, there it is.” 


"But you can't avoid it all the time, can you? | mean, you gotta be thinking of sex sometimes, right?" 


"I'm not perfect, no." 
"So what do you do? When you get horny?" 


‘Sometimes | pray for help. Sometimes | meditate. And yeah, sometimes a cold shower helps. Why are you 
asking me this, anyway?" 


“Cause it just blows my mind, thats all. To think of being, what? Twenty years-old--" (Jon nodded) "--and not 
being able to think about pussy--" 


te 
"l'm serious. It's kind of unnatural, isn't it? | mean, humans are animals, too, right?" 

"Using a toilet is unnatural for an animal. Doesn't mean we should all go shit in the woods." 

Richie laughed. "I'll give you that one." 

"Look. | know I'm human. But | do the best | can. Its all we can do." 

"Don't you think it's stupid, though? The way they think of sex?" 

‘In what way?" 

"You know, that it's just for making babies. Isn't that what animals do? Fuck just for making babies?" 

"Look, | don't question the beliefs." 

"That's your problem, man. Maybe you should sometimes. | mean, what the hell is the point of a clitoris if 
we're not supposed to like fucking? | mean, if it was just about procreation, couldn't it be just like dogs and we 
just jump on some random chick in heat?" 

Jon exhaled loudly and closed his eyes. "I don't know, man. | really don't 

"And if its just about making babies, then god must have a big sense of humor." 


Against his better judgment, Jon said, "Why's that?" 


"If it's all about kids, then isn't it kind of mean to make women like getting their tits sucked on and then have 
to turn around and be okay with a baby doing it?" 


Jon uncrossed his legs and made to stand up. "I think it's time for me to turn in" 


"Aw, come on. It's still early." 
Y 


‘Its early, but you're drunk and I'm getting there, and | really don't need to be thinking about tits right now, 
okay?" 


"The lake is pretty fucking cold right now, you could go for a swim." 

"Funny." 

Jon took another drag off the cigarette, burning his fingers, and chucked the butt toward the water. It 
gleamed on the ground for a moment before fizzling out. He stared at it, willing his concentration toward the 


spent speck of light and away from the building heat between his legs. Dammit. 


"And it ain't just women-- | mean, what about people's asses? What's the point of putting nerves all up and 
through there and connect ‘em to your dick?" 


Groaning, Jon laid down on his back, the grass so cool it almost felt damp beneath his head and neck, and 
stared at the stars. It was too dark for Richie to see the bulge in his jeans and he hoped for a nice cold lake 
wind to skim his body. His head spun and his limbs tingled and he suddenly realized he'd drank a bit more than 
he thought he had. 


He was not only a virgin, but his only experience with sexual knowledge was the occasional glimpse of a skin 
magazine a friend had pilfered from his dad's stash when they were young teenagers. He had decided at the 
age of fifteen that he was going into the priesthood, and had been groomed for it (and had held himself to the 
highest possible standards) accordingly. He had no idea what Richie was even talking about, all this ass-nerve 
stuff. Hell, he didn't even really know what a clitoris was. He knew the word, and he had a vague idea of where 
it was supposed to be located, but that was it. 

But still, just faking about it fired up his traitorous body in ways he worked tirelessly to stamp out of his life. 
"l'm just messin’ around, man," Richie said. "I didn't mean to make you mad." 

I'm not mad," Jon said. "Its just.. | told you | try not to think about stuff like this.” 

"Ah, okay. Well.. would it kill you to jerk off? Just once? You can pray for forgiveness in the morning." 

"That's not exactly the way it works." 

"That's the way | remember it working. You do shit wrong, you tell a priest about it, then you eat a cracker 
and pretend it all went away. Except you are a priest, so what do you do? Just tell god about it or something, 


and that's it" 


First of all, m not a priest yet. Second, | can't just-- eh, forget it” 


"You can't give yourself a break for being a human fucking being?" 
‘Its not about ‘giving myself breaks’. I'm supposed to be stronger than this." 


| hate to break it to you, but you ain't stronger than what you're built to do. You might as well try to be 


stronger than needing to eat or something." 


Jon heard the slosh of liquid, and assumed the other man had taken another drink, though his eyes were still 


firmly fixed on the heavens. 
"What about things that aren't your fault?" Richie asked. 
"What do you mean?" 


"Like, what if you have a wet dream or something? Do you still need forgiveness for that? It's not like you 


asked for it" 

"No, | didn't ask for it, but | still feel kinda guilty.” 

"But not as guilty as if you wank yourself?" 

Jon squeezed his eyes closed. He hadn't masturbated in almost two years, and in his mind's eye, he could 
already see his hand moving down there, taking away so many months of accomplishment. 

Lord help me 

He didn't realize Richie had even moved in close to him until the other man had a hold of his wrist. His eyes 
snapped open. "Wha--" 


It was all he had time to get out before he felt the iron clasp of the man's hand on his other wrist, his arms 


being bent and pinned into the grass next to his head. 


"What the fuck are you--" Jon said, attempting to thrash against the incarceration, but his body was slow to 
respond, riddled as it was with the whiskey. His legs barely resisted as Richie wrestled his body between them 


and laid on top of him, pressed against him. 


"Richie-- what--" Jon whimpered breathlessly, pushing his feet into the angles of his friend's hips in an 
attempt to dislodge him, but his body was shot through with tingles and the sudden weakness of having his 
aching dick rubbed. "Stop--" 


"Shut up and stop fighting," Richie panted, grinding himself into Jon's crotch, and Jon tried again to push him 
away, but he couldn't make his legs respond in that way. 


He didn't want them to respond in that way. 


oh god why does it feel so good? make it stop 


"Stop fighting," Richie breathed, and Jon realized this time that he wasn't talking about his feet on the other 
man's hips, which had stopped resisting anyway. 


dont stop 


"Rich-- please---" Jon whispered, unsure how he would even finish that sentence if pressed to. 

“Stop fighting..." 

Relaxing his body for a moment, Jon let the fingers of heat crawl over his middle and between his legs, 
squeezing him as his friend's hips pushed rhythmically into him, building pressure inside of him that he 


thought he recognized, but it had been so long, so few and far between, he couldn't be sure if-- 


"Oh my God-- ohh-- Oh my--" he panted and then cried out softly as that pressure exploded inside him, and 


he felt himself release within the confines of his underwear, thoroughly soaking him. 


Richie sat back on his knees and then stood, his silhouette blocking a portion of the night sky from Jon's view. 
"You have my number," he said. "Call me up if you ever wanna talk to me again" 


Then he turned and walked away, leaving Jon staring at the stars blinking blindly above him. 


Mortify the Deeds of the Body 


On a map, the distance between Jon and Richie's lakeside rendezvous spot to the dorm Jon lived in for the tiny 
slivers of his life between classes and services, was a little under a half a mile. In practice, it was much longer; 
walking to the spot earlier this evening had seemed to take forever, excited as Jon was to see his friend again, 
to see his face, to talk to him, to just get away. On the way back, it was ten times as long. The cool lake 
breeze had finally consented To blow, and Jon shivered as it combined with the wetness of his pants to chill 
him to his core. He locked his eyes on the dark little building in the distance that housed the single-occupancy 
dorm he rented, but his attention was on the way his underwear was starting to stick to him now, dragging 
against the hair down there. He refused to stop and readjust, pull the offending clothing away from his skin 


The discomfort was well-deserved. 


Jon let himself into his room, but didn't turn on the lights. The darkness, thicker than the moon-diluted dark of 


the outdoors, was warm and welcoming. Safe. 


The minuscule dimensions of the quarters-- and having lived there for the past three years-- made it easy 
for Jon to find his way to the bathroom in the pitch conditions. His hand, out of habit, fumbled for the light 
switch in there, but he caught himself just in time. Instead, he took a swipe downward, making sure the switch 
was securely off and would stay that way. 


Stopping in front of the mirror he couldn't see a reflection in anyway, Jon braced himself, palms on the 


counter, and took a deep breath. Two. 
Then he vomited into the sink. 


The reek of regurgitated whiskey was overpowering and Jon gagged a few times more, though the heaving was 
beyond dry now. He ran the water, tried to rinse away the evidence of his gluttony, but the smell of it still 
threatened to suffocate him. He wasn't sure if it was just lingering in his nose, or if he hadn't done a good 


enough job washing it away, but he wasn't going to turn on the light to find out. 


Turning his back to the sink and the invisible mirror, Jon unfastened his pants and pulled them down with his 
underwear, which he wadded up and stuffed deep into the trash can After his shower, he would tie up the 
bag and bring it straight out to the dumpster in back of the dorm buildings; there would be no waiting for the 


janitor to make his rounds and take it away. 
wasted 


The word repeated in Jon's brain as he stepped into the shower stall and felt around for the faucet. The 
stream blasted out ice-cold at first, and for that moment, the other thought was pushed from his mind, the 
one that had plagued him a few years before and that he couldn't rationalize himself out of, so he'd simply 


chosen to ignore it, assume there was something he was missing, something he didn't understand. 


isn't it wasted anyway? 


The idea had struck him during one of the seminary's courses on human sexuality, which weren't really about 
human sexuality at all, but rather a semester-long reminder of how each student was falling short, had 
always fallen short, and probably always would fall short, of what he was supposed to be striving for. The 
reasoning was that sex was for procreation only, and so any semen that fell any other place besides into an 
ovulating woman's vagina was wasted-- potential life, potential servants of God, wasted on a dirty little two- 
minute thrill. For years the idea was enough to shame Jon into keeping his hands mostly off himself, until one 
day when he was sleep- and caffeine-deprived, suffering through a headache that wouldn't relent, and not 
feeling very generous toward sitting through another one of these classes, when it occurred to him that if he 
was going to be a priest, he'd spend his life a virgin anyway. There would be no vagina in his life, so what, 


exactly, was he saving his semen for? 


The thought had rattled him enough to push it out of his mind for a day or two, but he'd soon enough found 
himself researching exactly what happens to sperm that isn't expelled. In black and white, the book had said 
that unused sperm simply dies and is reabsorbed into the body, and Jon had closed the book without reading 
another sentence, refused to acknowledge that for so long he'd believed so deeply in a tenet that just didn't 


make a whole lot of sense. 


Within a week, he'd convinced himself he was missing something, or that he wasn't meant to understand, that 
if he was more worthy of understanding, God would help him to. It was a deduction that he'd learned as a child, 


and it served him well. 
But mostly he'd just refused to think about it, which was also something that served him well. 


The water grew warmer and Jon put his face under it. He knew this time the thought wasn't going to retreat 
so easily for him, and it pissed him off, not just because he couldn't control his own mind, but because he 
studied this shit every single day of his life, and Richie had just sat there and casually poked holes in it, as 
though anybody with any sense should already see the fallacies. Or maybe it wasn't as casual as it seemed-- 
maybe Richie had given these things a lot more thought than he pretended, and Jon suddenly wished he had 
asked the other man what it was that had caused him to turn on the religion so completely. He had never 
asked for fear of having to defend his points of view again. 


Which, now that he thought about it, shouldn't have mattered that much. If he was secure in his beliefs, why 
would it have mattered what Richie thought? 


Fuck it, it didnt matter what Richie thought. The guy was history, a really bad chapter in Jon's otherwise 
straight-and-narrow life. His friendship had consisted of nothing more than making Jon long after secular 


things. Making him doubt things he'd worked so long and so hard to fully believe in And he knew that now he 


was going to have to start the battles all over again, the battle for physical purity and the battle for mental 
purity, not just against his questions about the wasting of sperm, but the other questions he had long since 
relegated to the back of his brain. The ones he refused to speak of or think of, those thoughts that surely 
Satan himself had planted. The ones that had occurred to Jon when he was fifteen, that had convinced him 
that the priesthood was the best choice to keep him out of trouble in his life. His only choice if he was going 


to make it to Heaven someday. 
And within a careless minute, Richie had unearthed them. 


Jon finished his shower in the dark, got dressed for bed in the dark, and only turned on his desk lamp long 
enough to locate Richie's phone number and crumple it up, toss it in the wastebasket where it belonged. Seeing 
it there reminded him of his underwear in the bathroom trash can, that he suddenly didn't have the energy to 


dispose of right now. Maybe tomorrow. 


Jon shut off the light, got in bed, and decided that he would feign illness the next day and maybe even the day 
after that, and just stay there under the covers where he could pretend the outside world couldn't touch him. 


Into the Wilderness 


Jon stared at the small mountain of crumbled papers, used ink pens, pencil stubs, takeout drink cups and 
cigarette butts that had accumulated next to his desk. The wastebasket there had long since overflowed, and 
Jon couldn't bring himself to empty it, telling himself he was too busy to bother, or too lazy, depending on the 
day. He hadn't touched the little paper with the phone number that resided somewhere near the bottom of the 
little metal can, though he had thought about it roughly ten times a day since he'd put it there. Plucking it out 
would prove that he wanted to keep it. So he'd simply taken to not emptying the trash can. 


what about things that arent your fault? 


After spending three days holed up in his dorm room pretending to have a stomach bug, Jon had returned to 
his studies with a vengeance; chronically sleep-deprived, he'd spent every possible moment studying and 
reading, extra-credit, extra services, and every moment of it had been a struggle not to think of Richie and 


his phone number buried in the trash. 
its not lke you asked for it 


The words had echoed in the recesses of Jon's mind five or ten or a hundred times a day since that night. 
Richie ascertaining that what he was about to do wasn't going to weigh as heavily on Jon's conscience as if Jon 
had initiated, something that was clear as water now, though the meaning had escaped Jon when it had been 


spoken, 


Closing his eyes, Jon rummaged through the pile of trash until his fingers found the metal lip of the 
wastebasket underneath, and he upturned it onto the floor. Trash cascaded five or six feet out onto the worn 
carpet, ending in a small heap where Jon pulled the can off, like a piece of sandcastle. It was somewhere in this 


highest point of the pile, that the paper waited, but Jon didn't touch it. 


He hadn't confessed. In over six weeks, and thousands of replays of the incident in his mind, he hadn't 
confessed. He told himself he didn't want the administration breathing down his neck, possibly tracking down and 


confronting Richie. Or worse, reporting him to the police. But of course it was more than that. 


The fact remained that Jon was still ever-so-slightly unsure if he felt guilty enough to confess. And the fact 
of his missing guilt made him feel guilty in and of itself. The terror and exhilaration of it merged into a single 
sensation of pressure in his chest, a fluttering like his heart would escape his ribs at any second, every 


moment he was awake. 


Like it was alive. 


Jon knelt next to the garbage and started unfolding each scrap of paper. 


Sweat pooled in the hollows behind Jon's knees, and in his armpits, and trickled from the overlong hair at the 
nape of his neck, but he didn't move. His muscles ached from being stationary so long, and he wanted to 

readjust himself, instinctively search for a lake breeze that wasn't blowing anymore, but he didn't. The late- 
Spring weather of the lake had ripened into the oppressive blanket of Summer in the month and a half since 
he'd been here, and it was almost too much to bear. Still, he wasn't ready to move. And he wasn't ready for 


Richie to know he was there. 


The other man was lying on his back in the grass, nursing a cigarette, the requisite bottle of Jack laying 
unopened a few feet away from him where it had rolled down a slight incline and stopped against a tree root. 
Jon was hidden in the shadows and trees maybe twenty feet back from him, had been there since before 
Richie had even showed, scarcely daring to breathe. As it stood, he could back out, simply remain there with 
his legs falling asleep until Richie got tired of waiting and left, but Richie had already been there over a half- 
hour and showed no sign of giving up. He just lay there, his silhouette hardly more than a thicker blackness in 
the darkening night, the cigarette flaring a momentary ghostly light over his face each time he dragged on it. 


Standing up slowly, the tingle of moving blood in his legs making him grimace. Branches and leaves crackled 
under his feet as he moved to the path, and he waited for Richie to pop his head up questioningly, knowing he'd 
been there, but the man didn't. He brought the cigarette to his lips again, his face illuminated for a second, his 
gaze drifting off above him into the nothingness of space. 

Jon shuffled down the uneven ground of the path, feeling seeping too slowly back into his feet. Drawing up next 
to Richie, he stood there for a minute, waiting for the other man to speak, but there was nothing. Jon sat 
down 

"I still haven't forgiven you, you know," he said. 

"| didn't ask you to." 

Jon folded his legs up and put his elbows on them, resting his cheeks in his palms. He wasn't sure what he was 


expecting, but he knew this already wasn't it. Richie put a hand behind his head, and Jon waited for him to 
elaborate, but he didn't. 


Lips nearly numb with the fear of what was about to come out of them, Jon said, "How'd you know?" 


Richie glanced up, but his expression was unreadable in the dark. Then he turned his attention back to the sky 


and dragged on the cigarette again. 


"My brother is a year older than me," he said, leftover smoke rolling from his lips with the words. "Growing 


up, we were best friends. l'da trusted him with my life, and vice-versa" 


He flicked the cigarette butt into the grass a few feet out from him. "When | was sixteen, | made the mistake 
of telling him that | thought | went both ways. He told my parents and | moved out a week later. | haven't seen 


any of ‘em since." 


He turned to face Jon for a moment, and Jon wondered if it was just the lack of light making it look like his 


expression was indifferent. 
Richie shrugged and sat up. "That's how | knew." 
Jon whistled under his breath. "Man. I'm sorry that happened to you." 


lm not," Richie said, leaning to the side and stretching out far enough to grab the bottle of whiskey. "Showed 


me what a crock of shit the whole thing was before | wasted any more of my life on it" 


Jon remained silent while his friend twisted the bottle cap off, chucking it toward the lake. He wondered if this 
was just a reflex reaction like with the cigarette butts, or if the cap was officially unnecessary because the 


bottle was going to be empty by the end of the night anyway. 


Richie took a long drink of the liquid and grimaced at it for a moment before digging in his pocket for another 
cigarette and lighting up. "You're too good for this, man. | don't know why you're doing it." 


A low chuckle escaped Jon's throat and he was less surprised at how bitter it sounded than he realized he 
should have been. "Joo good for the priesthood? Is that possible?" 


"Too good for using archaic bullshit to beat people down" 
"You think that's all it is?" 


"Yeah, | do. | did everything right. | was a good person | am a good person, goddammit. And my own fucking 
family is ashamed of me because of something | can't help. | mean, if it was my choice, like my piece of shit 
dad told me, wouldn't | choose something that wasn't going to make my life fucking miserable?" 


Jon took the bottle from Richie's outstretched hand. He stared through it for a second, at the way his fingers 
on the other side of the glass looked distorted through the filter of the liquid, and weighed the consequences 


of responding the way he already knew he was going to. 


"Yeah, you would," he said, and tipped the bottle back, washing the residue of the words out of his mouth. He 
thought he heard Richie release the barest of sighs, but he couldn't tell over the sound of his own gulping. 


"So why are you doing it?" 


"| didn't have a brother to tell," Jon said, wiping his mouth with the back of the hand still wrapped around the 
neck of the whiskey bottle. "Or anyone. | spent six months with a noose made out of a bedsheet hanging in my 


closet before it dawned on me if | was a priest it might keep me out of trouble." 


"Fuck." 


"They're both mortal sins, right? Suicide and-- that. | figured killing myself would be quicker at least. Less guilt 
that way." 


Jon stared at the bottle again, ignoring the way the image of it was blurred around the edges now. He sniffed 
and then laughed to himself. 


Richie's voice was softer when he said, "But why do you still beleve it?" 
Jon plunked the bottle down onto the ground and looked around for anything in the surroundings to hold his 
attention. It was too dark now to see anything of value. "Because | have to," he said, his words barely louder 


than the buzzing of nearby crickets. "If | don't, nothing makes sense.’ 


Richie drew himself in closer, reached up to touch the side of Jon's head. His fingers pressed against Jon's 
cheek, shifting his face toward his own as he leaned in. Jon turned away. 


"Don't," he said. 


Richie froze for what felt like sheer eternity, before finally nodding and sitting back, silent as Jon stood up and 


walked away. 


As Becometh Saints 


Jon stared at the textbook opened on the desk, his elbows planted into the pages of it on either side to keep it 
open, his eyes glazing over. The radio had long since been turned up by one of his study-buddies to disguise 
the lack of actual studying going on Jon and three of his classmates sat around the dorm room of a guy Jon 
kind of knew, and the plan had been to compare notes on a term paper they were supposed to be writing for a 
class called Christian Sexuality llO. Besides themselves, there were only a few other students taking the class, 
as most of the students had chosen to take the summer off. Most of the guys who remained were trying to 
get their schooling done as quickly as possible, and that was the reason Jon gave, too, though if he'd been 
honest, it had more to do with not wanting to face his family. 


And the fact that his "home" was four hours away; too far to just call Richie up for a visit whenever he felt 
like it. 

One of Jon's classmates, a guy called Ben, sat on the floor with his back to the bed, smoking and absently 
bobbing his head to the music. Another, a guy with curly red hair whose name Jon had, for some reason, 
never caught, sat in a bean bag chair, slouched down so the back of his head rested on the plump curve of 
vinyl behind it, his eyes closed. Jon wondered if he was asleep. The dorm room itself was rented by a guy 
called Adam, who was currently sprawled across the twin bed, staring at the ceiling as though trying to burn 
a hole in it by the force of his disinterest. 

Without warning, he rolled over onto his side, facing out into the rest of the room, and said, "| really don't 


know what more they want on this ' meanings of virginity’ stuff. | wrote a thing on it and turned it in for 
critique and he told me | was missing the point. | mean, what the hell?" 


Red, in the bean bag chair, groaned. "| think I'm just gonna take a zero on that part" 


Ben dropped his cigarette into an ash-dusted empty pop can next to him. "You can't do that. It'll bring your 
whole grade down" 


— 
"So, it means you can't take certain classes in the fall" 

"Well, then what do you have on it?" 

"Not a damn thing yet. But I'm gonna at least try" 

"You got anything, Jonny?" Adam asked, and Jon twitched a little in surprise at the sound of his name. 


"Oh, um--" 


Red snorted. "Don't ask him, he's got a girlfriend." 

Head jerking up, Jon said, "What's that supposed to mean?" 

‘It means you're not real sneaky when you keep taking off and stay gone half the night 
"Maybe | like to take walks." 

Adam and Ben joined Red in his disbelieving laughter. Heat bubbled up into Jon's face. 


"So, what? You guys think I'm off fucking some chick half the time? | take this shit seriously," he said, poking 
his book so hard it jammed both knuckles of his forefinger. 


"Calm down," Ben said. "He's just kidding." 
"Well, | don't appreciate it." 


Uneasy silence hung over the room for a minute, until Adam said, "What about you guys? Ever had a 


girlfriend?" 

Ben glanced at Red and chuckled, making the other kid's face match his hair. 
"What?" Adam demanded, sitting up. "Spill it" 

"No, it's just that-- we were just talking about this the other night." 
"And?" 


"I told him | had a girlfriend in junior year," Red said, shooting Ben a look as if to say the conversation was 
over. It didn't work. 


"He had a girlfriend, all right," Ben laughed, and Adam's face split into a huge grin 

"No wonder you're taking a zero on the virginity part, you piece of shit--" 

"It wasn't like that--" 

"Okay, then what was it like?" 

"It was like nothing" Red said. "| don't want to talk about it, okay?" But Jon recognized the slightly smug half- 
smile on the kid's face that said he not only wanted to talk about it, he wanted to brag about it. Jon recognized 


the look because it was one he'd seen a million times on the faces of Catholic school kids who maintained to 


their parents and teachers that they were pure. He'd even seen his share of it among the seminary students. 


"Let me guess," he said, before he could stop himself, "you only stuck your fingers in her, not your dick, so 


it's okay.” 


Fresh peals of laughter rang out around him, and Red shook his head as though to deny the accusation, but 
the smug look remained untouched. None of them noticed that Jon, himself, wasn't laughing. 


Jon's heart slammed in his chest as he walked the now-familiar route across campus to the lake. His fingers 


ached from being rolled into fists that he couldn't seem to release. 


Red had finally copped to having engaged in oral and anal sex with his high school girlfriend, and had seemed 
only moderately ashamed of it. He said he'd confessed clear back in high school, after he'd broken up with the 


girl, and had received the absolution he sought, with only a few prayer recitations required. 


Jon could still feel the knots of the bedsheet in his closet, the way the balls of rippled fabric had eventually 
grown too tight to unwind from his compulsive tugging on them, ascertaining their continued dependability. At 
least twice a day for those six months, Jon had pulled on that noose, making sure it and the bar it was 
tethered to were strong enough to support his weight. The only thing he could think of that was worse than 
hanging himself was to hang long enough to lose consciousness, and then have the noose or the makeshift 
gallows collapse and allow him to survive long enough to have to tell his parents what the fuck his problem 


was. 


Ben had confessed to having allowed two different girls to give him oral sex, over the course of the past 
three years, the second of which was a mere month before he had entered seminary. As with Red, he'd 


simply confessed, and it was over. 


Unlike them, Jon's transgressions had begun and ended with only fantasies. Also unlike them, Jon had never 


confessed. 


The boy's name was Chris, and he was a year older than Jon. He had transferred to Jon's school from a 
neighboring county when Jon was a freshman. Chris had casual good looks and an easy charm that made him 
popular with girls and boys alike. Jon had never spoken to Chris in real life. But in his mind, he'd done things 
with him that made his stomach roil with guilt and fear, even while it made his dick hard enough to actually 
hurt. 


And there were things he fantasized about that he'd never even heard about before, things he'd thought were 
surely products only of his imagination, things that even non-Catholics would be shocked about and disgusted 
over. Several months later, while secretly watching a movie with a group of friends that none of their parents 


would have allowed, Jon watched in barely-hidden awe the characters casually tossing off references to a few 
of the acts Jon was convinced were things only he had ever conceived of. The references were played for 
comedy, and Jon realized that he was not, in fact, the only person in the world horrible enough to think up 
things like that. 


He had taken the noose down that night, decided that he could live, but he'd have to find a way to make 
absolutely sure he would never give in to those hideous desires. The next morning, around eggs and toast at 


the breakfast table, he'd first broached the subject of the priesthood with his parents. 


The moonlight was glinting off the lake in a thousand places, turning it into a vast expanse of glittering jewels. 
It was beautiful when it did that, and Jon paused at the top of the last hill before the descent to the shallow 
woods that bordered the water. From his position, he could see the lake in all its glory, but the trees were 


blocking the place where he knew Richie was waiting for him. 


Heart still hammering, Jon took a deep gulp of the sultry air and uncurled his fingers. He didn't understand how 
it was that they could all be taught the same things about sex and virginity, and yet some people could be so 
flippant about it. To Jon, sex was something in your heart, an infent-- just because your dick didn't make it 
into her pussy didn't mean that it wasn't sex. Red was far from a virgin, as was Ben, yet they still saw 
themselves that way. To them, the sex restriction was nothing but a series of loopholes to be toyed with. And 
they'd been forgiven, granted the absolution that Jon could never allow himself to have just for his thoughts-- 
not just because he apparently took it all more seriously than his peers did, but because of who the thoughts 
had involved. 


Trekking down the hill, Jon slipped past the treeline that officially blocked him from the bulk of the campus, 
and wound his way down the path toward Richie. The other man was sitting in the grass, but turned at the 
sound of footsteps; when Jon came up level with him, Richie stood up, something in Jon's posture or expression 
apparently telling him that whatever was on the man's mind was too important-- or too urgent-- to be 


delivered sitting down. 
"Can we go to your place this time?" Jon asked, his mouth dry. 


Richie nodded, but said nothing. He didn't look surprised in the least as he turned to lead the way toward where 


Jon assumed his car was parked. 


The Death of His Saints 


Richie's apartment was a unit in a townhouse quadriplex, dropped into the middle of a dead-end street filled 
with identical buildings. It was quiet here, seemed peaceful enough, but what little Richie had told Jon of his 
neighborhood led Jon to believe the seeming peace was not the norm. Seeing the place was like seeing a ghost 
take tangible form, to Jon, Richie had always been a bit of an enigma, someone who was both painfully real and 
yet somehow alien, as though he only existed in Jon's mind, and that as soon as Jon chose to stop believing in 
him, the other man would just cease to exist. Seeing the actual bricks and mortar of Richie's home, however, 


made him real in a way that was entirely new. 


Richie picked through his keys as he walked, searching for the front door key on his ring, and Jon followed him, 
stumbling over breaks in the sidewalk that Richie instinctively stepped over even in the dark 


"Sorry | didn't turn the porch light on | wasn't really expecting to have company.” 

"That's okay." 

Richie opened the door to let them in, and even though there was light in here, Jon's toes still managed to 
catch on the door jamb. He stumbled one last time as he made his way into the sparsely-furnished dwelling. 
Richie closed and locked the door behind them and Jon had a sudden urge to disengage the lock, leave the door 
cracked even. 

"Its not much," Richie said, with a dismissive flick of his hand. "But it's a roof. You wanna sit down?" 

He moved toward the ragged couch that lined the opposite wall, but Jon remained still. 

"| think | just want to stand here for a minute," he said. 

Richie snorted softly and smiled. "Fine. You want something to drink, at least? | got beer, pop, water--" 
"Anything. | don't care." 

Richie left the room and Jon watched the spot where the man had been standing. His legs felt as though they 
were filled with wet sand, keeping him planted. He imagined the weight of his feet crushing permanent grooves 
into the worn carpet. 

Reentering the room, two Coke cans dangling from his hand, Richie stopped in mid-stride and stared at Jon. 


"You okay?" he asked, setting the drinks down on the coffee table. 


Jon couldn't find enough voice to respond, and Richie crossed the room to him. His fingers flexed absently as 


though he wanted to touch Jon, but he didn't: 


"| don't intend to jump you, you know. You can relax." 
"| know," Jon said, out of reflex, not because he believed it. 
"So what's on your mind?" 


He was close enough that Jon could feel the warmth of his body, and Jon wanted to both push him away and 
draw him in. His heart skipped. He closed his eyes. 


| don't want to go to Hell," he whispered. 


The feel of Richie's fingertips touching the side of his head made him open his eyes again. "It's up in here," 
Richie said. "And l'm pretty sure you've already been there." 


Jon tilted his face up, just a fraction of an inch, but he knew all the same what it meant. So did Richie. His 
fingertips on Jon's temple turned into his hand cupping the whole side of Jon's face. His thumb slid below the 
line of tense jaw muscles to turn his face up just a little further, gently, assessing any signals of resistance. 
Jon meant to resist. 

Richie's lips were soft, his tongue flavored with cigarettes, and every nerve in Jon's own mouth tingled with 
the newness of it, the mystery both revealed and multiplied at once. Jon was too afraid to push his own 
tongue out, to match the fervor, but he let it swirl around Richie's inside the safety of the boundary of his 
own lips. He grew hard within moments, and it took his breath. 

He popped his lips free of Richie's with no warning, just as Richie moved in closer. 

‘I'm sorry," Jon said, "I've never--" 

"No, it's all right." 

A sudden weakness permeated Jon's knees, and he said, "| gotta sit down now." 

"Okay." 

They crossed to the couch and sat down, the softness of the ancient cushions accentuating how stiff Jon's 
back was. He didn't know where to fix his eyes, so he looked around at the bare walls and spare furnishings, 
pretending to be taking in the scenery, and knowing that Richie wasn't fooled for a second. 


"Better?" Richie asked, and Jon nodded a little too quickly, rubbing his itchy palms on the tops of his thighs. 


"Yeah, fine." 


He felt Richie's gaze on the side of his face and, for some reason, imagined the other man seemed amused. But 
when he finally looked over, Richie's expression was neutral, as though he was simply studying Jon's features, 


and the way his face was put together. Maybe he was. 
He was also slipping an arm behind him. 


Jon closed his eyes and let the warmth of Richie's body smother him as the other man drew him in close, put 
his lips against the spot right below Jon's ear. His skin flooded itself with goosebumps and he bit his lip. Richie's 
tongue touched his neck, and Jon shivered, his fingers finding his friend's upper arms and curling into the flesh 


there. 


There was a crack in the plaster of the wall, and Jon focused on it as long as he could, right up until he had 
to press his eyes shut to try to regroup. He felt Richie's hand come to rest on his knee, squeezing into it, his 


fingers inching up the denim inseam, and Jon's dick strained against his pants. 

He spread his legs a little, to give himself more room, but he already knew it was more than that. Richie 
moved his hand high up into the crevice between Jon's thighs, and Jon opened his legs further, even as his 
mouth protested. 

"Nlo--" 

"IFs okay." 

Richie cradled Jon's head against his shoulder as he cupped his crotch in his hand, slowly rubbed it first in 
circles, then up and down, then back to circles running in the other direction. Jon's fingers ached with the 
effort of clutching the other man's back and shoulders, trying to ground himself, trying not to push himself 
up into the movements of his friend's hand. But it was too much, so much he couldn't even put together a 
thought, and he lifted his hips, pressed his groin deeper into Richie's touch. His own fingers sunk like talons into 
Richie's flesh. 

"IFs okay," Richie said again. 


"Why." Jon whispered, but he had no idea how to finish the thought. 


why am i letting you do this why can't i stop myself why does it have fo feel so good 


why did i wait so long 


‘Its natural," Richie said quietly, then carefully extricated his arm from behind Jon's back, moved it down to 


help unfasten the other man's pants. 


When Richie's fingers slipped beneath the fabric of Jon's clothing, weaving through the hair down there, 
touching him skin to skin, Jon moaned softly, almost like he was in pain; he didn't know why he would do such a 
thing, but Richie didn't seem to think it was unusual. He pulled Jon's dick free of the binding clothing, caressing 
it as though rewarding it for being so uncaring, so traitorous as to stand there swollen and begging even as its 


owner was trying to will it away. 

"Does that feel good?" Richie asked, gently squeezing and stroking with his fingertips. 

"| don't want it to--" 

Richie grinned. "That's not what | asked." 

Jon opened his mouth to respond, but all that came out was another moan, guttural this time, breathless. 

"lll be right back," Richie said, giving Jon a soft kiss on the temple. "Two seconds, | promise." 

Then he stood and went for the stairs. Jon watched him until he was completely out of sight, then looked down 
at his own cock. He'd never seen it this hard before-- usually it was tucked safely in the confines of his pants, 
causing no trouble. Even if Jon got horny, his cock was usually bound by at least his underwear. Jon had 
never, in his life, allowed his dick to have control of him, to be center stage like this, throbbing and glowing this 
deep shade of pink Humiliation washed over him and he tried to cover himself, but his pants no longer fit, and 
when he pulled his shirt down over it, it created a ridiculous tent of fabric. He yanked it off just as Richie 
descended the stairs back into the room, carrying some kind of tube, like toothpaste, but smaller. The other 
man seemed to sense something was wrong as he sat down 

"You okay?" 

"What's that?" Jon said, indicating the tube, because he didn't know what else to say. 


"IFs just lube," Richie said. Then, apparently noticing that no light of recognition was coming on, added, 
"Lubricant. To make things slippery, you know?" 


"Oh," Jon said, his face growing even hotter, if that was possible. "l, uh-- | didn't know they made something 
just for that." 


"Probably one of the top five inventions of all time. Tell me what's wrong," Richie said. 
It took a moment for the change of subject to sink in, and Jon had to actually tense his body to keep from 


squirming at the thought of casually having a conversation with his dick hanging out. But he knew if he didn't 


answer, it was only going to prolong it. 


"l, uh.. l'm just.. nervous, | guess." 

"You wanra talk?" 

An unexpected laugh trickled out of him and he looked down at his lap. "Seems like a strange time, doesn't it?" 
"Ohh, okay," Richie said, another grin parting his face. "You're getting shy on me." 

"Well, | mean--" Jon motioned between his own exposed dick and Richie's still-closed pants. "Come on--" 


"Oh, you want me to pull mine out, too?" Richie asked, and Jon laughed again as the other man yanked at the 
fastenings of his jeans. 


"You're fucking crazy." 


"Why?" Richie chuckled, as he pushed his underwear down and popped his half-hard dick out into the open 


"There. Now we match." 


Jon tried to force his eyes up to Richie's face, or anything else, but he couldn't make them budge. He'd spent 
the better part of his teen years trying not to notice things in the locker room at school, trying to keep his 
gaze and his sins to himself. But here it was, offered up for his scrutiny, this private part of such a secretive 


man, exposed so much more easily than any memories or life history Richie had yet supplied. 


Under the weight of his stare, Richie's dick continued to swell until it was fully hard; Jon's face flared a 
thousand degrees, but he still couldn't look away. He shook his head slightly as though to apologize for his 
crudeness, because he knew if he opened his mouth to speak an apology (or an excuse), all that would emerge 


would be nonsense to further embarrass him. 


His head was still moving, still giving that not-sufficiently-explanatory shake, when Richie picked up his hand 
and wrapped it gently around himself. Jon sucked in a surprised breath and his fingers released instinctively, 
tried to deny where they were, but Richie's hand was wound around Jon's, holding it in place. And after a 
moment or two, when the panic had mellowed into a duller, more abstract kind of fear, Jon allowed his fingers 
to tighten around the other man's throbbing flesh. Richie closed his eyes for a moment, drew in a slow, 
placating breath, before letting go of Jon's hand and stroking the side of his hair instead. He looked like he was 
going to say something, but he didn't. 


Instead, he unscrewed the cap from the strange tube he'd retrieved and squirted cool, clear gel over the 
length of Jon's erection. In sudden surprise, Jon let go of Richie and withdrew his hands toward himself, where 
they hovered awkwardly as though ready to fend off his friend's advances at any moment. He knew how stupid 
he looked, but he didn't want to move, for fear of drawing even more attention to his raging ineptitude. Richie 
grasped Jon again, the warmth of his skin seeping through the cool lubricant, melting it to their body 


temperatures. Then he resumed his patient exploration of Jon's cock. 


His fingers swirled and squeezed and pressed into the sensitive flesh, teasing and covetous, drawing the blood 
up into Jon's erection, along with every cell of Jon's brain. His entire being went there, pulled into this core of 
him, maddening and exciting and taking his breath, such a small part of him, and the most important thing in 


the world, more important than the sin inherent in it, more important than 


god 


anything Jon had ever felt, his universe compressed into the microcosm of Richie's touch. 


With his free arm, Richie drew Jon into an embrace again, and Jon pressed his forehead into the other man's 
shoulder. He moved his own hand, shaking, over the surface of Richie's thigh, his fingers squeezing into the 
lines of lean muscle there as though this was his ultimate destination, as though he didn't want to do the thing 
that was currently sending torrents of excitement through his mind, the answer to what Richie was doing to 


his body. 


But suddenly the folds of denim were there, the fabric rippled at the bend of Richie's hip, and before he could 
stop himself, Jon fumbled blindly across, brushing the heated bare skin in the center of it all. Richie twitched 
slightly, his fingers on Jon's back flexing a little. 


A tiny part of Jon's heart lurched, and he stammered out an “!--" 


"No, it's okay," Richie said, his voice a little breathless, and it struck Jon that his reaction had been a good one. 
That breathless sound of his voice sent pure wet heat coursing through Jon's midsection where it clashed 


with the movement of Richie's hand. 


"Fuck--" he groaned, and grasped Richie's dick. Richie's body tensed, his fingers digging into Jon's back again, and 
he gave a soft groan of his own to match Jon's and in a flash Jon understood that the noises were a part of 


this, that it was normal to be overcome like that, to have to vent it in sound. 


The wrongness of it caused the swell of pleasure to overtake his middle again, the total immorality of feeling 
the curves and grooves of the soft, warm skin, exploring every inch in detailed ways that Jon had never even 
tried on his own body before. And within moments, his mind was filled with the images of the other things he 
wanted to do to that cock, kissing it, licking it, and the thoughts set his body on fire. He squirmed beneath 
Richie's ministrations as the slate in his mind was filled with the image of himself lying facedown, panting as 
that hot cock slid up between his ass cheeks-- 


He choked on his breath, and exploded into Richie's hand, his body clenching and unclenching like a fist as the 
orgasm throbbed through him. 


And when it had ebbed enough to allow some semblance of coherent thought, Jon reached for the lube, 
uncapping it as it shook in his grasp. 


"You don't have to--" Richie breathed. 
"| want to-- | have to--" 


Richie's chest pitched as Jon poured some of the clear substance over him, and touched him again, suddenly all 


too aware of his inexperience. 
"Show me--" 


"IFs okay, just." Richie said softly, wrapping his hand around the outside of Jon's, squeezing it in tighter. He 
took a deep breath, a slightly goofy half-smile overtaking his mouth. ".. like that.” 


"Okay," Jon breathed, as Richie began to move his hand over himself. Jon felt his own dick throbbing again as 
Richie manipulated his fingers. 


"Put your thumb right here and just-- yeah, like that--' 
"Is that good?" 

"Do it harder, you won't hurt me--" 

"Okay-—" 

"Fuck 

eee 

"No no, its good don't stop-~" 

"Okay-—" 

Fear and exhilaration collided in Jon's chest at the vulnerable tone of the other man's voice, the thought that 
he wasn't entirely in control of himself or the situation anymore, the thought of Jon, himself, being the one in 
charge, if only for a moment or two-- 

Richie's wet fingers slackened on Jon's, still covering them but no longer guiding them, and Jon focused 


everything he had on keeping the rhythm the same, moving the exact way Richie had shown him. He knew 
there were probably a hundred ways to do this, all of them good, but he didn't know what those ways were. 


yet 


He squeezed a little harder, wiggling the pad of his thumb over the slippery skin as it moved, and felt Richie's 
free hand clutch into his back again, fingernails and all. Jon's breath caught for a second as the other man's 
spine stiffened, his eyes scrunching shut, pressing his long, dark eyelashes against the curves of his cheeks. A 
restrained groan vibrated deep in his throat, and he came without warning. He clenched his hand down on Jon's 
to stop it moving as his body relaxed back into the curve of the couch cushions. A shaky sigh slipped from his 
lips as he rubbed Jon's back, and Jon settled in against his shoulder again. 


Richie curled his dirtied hand into a loose fist, allowing it to rest against the top of his thigh, and Jon lifted his 
own for a moment, turning it this way and that before him, watching the way the lube, mingled with their 
combined fluids, glistened even in the low light: 

"Do you think I'm still a virgin?" he asked, unsure where the question had even come from. 


Richie laid his cheek against the top of Jon's head. "Do you think you're still a virgin?" 


Watching Richie's dick slowly fall, shrinking back into a form more familiar, Jon shook his head, and the other 


man pulled him in closer, his arm protective around his shoulders. 


If Ye Have Ought Against Any 


Author's Notes: 
Not sure if this is necessary or not, but I'm throwing it in. If you are sensitive to religious blasphemy, tread 
carefully. | didn't go out of my way to be purposefully blasphemous, but things happen sometimes when you 


are writing a sex story about a seminary student. 


Jon couldn't sleep. 


Ghosts of ancient desires haunted his rest. Things buried inside him since the morning he had lifted a glass of 
orange juice to his lips and casually announced to his mother and father that he would become a man of God. 


Three more restless weeks separated him from the hours he had spent at Richie's apartment. In the interim, 
he had been afraid to go back down to the lake to see if the other man was waiting for him there. Part of 
him hoped his friend had forgotten about him. Another part of him-- a part of him growing more powerful by 
the day-- felt like he would die if Richie stopped appearing at the lake shore. 


But those old phantasms were gaining strength as well, the bad cravings. Worse than what he'd allowed to 
happen between them already, and Jon knew if he submitted to those urges, not even confession and genuine 


penance would allow him back on the track toward where he'd been going. 


Jon hadn't confessed to the night at Richie's apartment, either. Part of him was afraid to confess. Afraid of 
making it official in the eyes of the Church. And part of him was filled with a licentious buzz from the idea of 
having a secret no man above him knew about. The reason confession and genuine penance would not pull him 
back in line with his old life, should he surrender to all the longings, wasn't because the priest couldn't or 
wouldn't grant him absolution-- but because Jon, himself, wouldn't want to go back. He knew it already, knew it 


in his bones, like he knew Richie hadn't, in fact, forgotten about him. 


He knew it like he knew he was going to end up down at the lake again, no matter how hard he prayed. God had 
been silent these past three weeks, and Jon had been left alone with the crawling sensations beneath the 
surface of a young body denied release. And the burgeoning need to just plain see the other man's face again, 
and to hear his voice, speaking of things that Jon was afraid to speak. Knowing things about what it was like to 


be a fellow traveler in this shadow land. 


Richie had left the light on outside his apartment, and Jon skipped over every crack in the sidewalk. Once inside 


the door, Richie twisted the deadbolt and slid the chainlock into place, and Jon was struck by his lack of 


claustrophobia this time as they were sealed into the room together. 
"What do you want tonight?" Richie asked. 


Jon wasn't sure his mouth would form the words; wasn't sure his lungs would give them life. He closed his 


eyes. 

"| wanna go upstairs." 

Richie slipped a hand around the back of his neck. "Are you sure?" he asked, and Jon met his gaze. 

"Yes," he said, and a chill washed through him, bringing up goosebumps all over his skin, and making him feel 
like he was lifting out of his shoes. His shoulders pulled back, a sensation overtaking him as though someone 
else was in control of his body-- someone braver, and maybe drunk. Someone who could move about in the 
world without the constant speculation on what the penalty for the wrong moves might be. He knew it would 
pass, knew any moment he would be terrified again, and shrinking into himself, and possibly silently praying for 
forgiveness even as he surrendered his body. But for now, he was more certain than he'd ever been about 
anything in his life. 

He curled his fingers into the waistband of the other man’s jeans. "I'm sure," he said. 

Richie laid his hands atop Jon's wrists and nodded. "Okay." 

Like the downstairs, Richie's bedroom was utilitarian. The twin bed was made with blankets that had seen 
better days, and there was no television in the room. The only other pieces of furniture were a battered 
nightstand and a chest-high bookcase, crammed to the hilt with books. Jon gravitated toward it the moment 
he saw it, tilting his head to read the spines. Mostly nonfiction, there were rows of titles on comparative 
religion, philosophy, psychology, cults. Jon startled when he felt Richie's hands on his upper arms. 


"You can borrow any of ‘em you want." 


A thrill of fear and a strange lilting feeling passed through Jon, and he imagined for that instant it was what it 
might be like to be high, and then it was gone. He turned around into Richie's body. 


"Force of habit. Reading." 


Richie leaned tugged the collar of Jon's tee shirt aside and began pressing delicate kisses along his collarbone. 


"Good," he said "What else do you do by force of habit?" 
"Confession?" 


"Bad," Richie said, moving his hands down to the bottom hem of Jon's shirt and sliding his palms up over the 


bare skin of the man's lower back. 
"Bad?" 
"Yes." 


"Why?" Jon said, also out of habit, and then tensed for a lecture on emotional coercion through guilt and the 
threat of Hell. Things he had already pondered himself during long hours of insomnia over the past five years. 


But Richie's hands continued drifting upward over his skin, circling his ribs. "The only thing you should be 


confessing is what you want me to do to you right now." 


Jon gasped as his friend's fingertips found his nipples and began gently manipulating them. A moan rose in his 


throat like the ones that had been compelled from him when Richie had touched him between the legs. 
"You like that?" Richie asked. 

"Yeah..." 

"You ever touch them yourself?" 


Jon turned his face away and laid his head against Richie's shoulder. He felt the soft puff of Richie's laugh 
against the back of his neck. "Is that a yes?" Richie asked. 


His stomach clenching down into a knot like the ones in his long-ago bedsheets, Jon murmured a blasphemy for 


the first time in his life, and waited for the floor to open up. "Forgive me, Father, for | have sinned." 

"Oh," Richie said, and it sounded like a purr. He backed Jon up toward the bed until both their legs hit, and Jon 
bounced down onto his back. Richie dropped next to him and pushed up his shirt. He gazed at Jon's exposed 
torso with what looked like physical hunger, and it sent fresh pulses of blood into Jon's cock, even while it 
scared him. 


"Welcome, Child," Richie continued, still taking in the expanse of Jon's pale, naked skin. 


Jon almost placed the other man's hands on his own body in order to arrest the staning, but he didn't. He said, 


‘Its been three weeks since my last Confession" 
"Go on," Richie whispered, dipping his head and pulling one of Jon's nipples into the wet heat of his lips. 


Jon fisted the bedding and panted, "I let another man touch me in a sexual manner. And | touched him. And | 
liked it." 


"Mm-hm." 


"And l.. ohh.. | fantasized about this man. About him doing things to me. Bad things." 
"Go on," Richie said, before flicking his tongue over the aching peak in his mouth. Jon arched into him. 


"I thought about him putting his.. his--" Jon squeezed his eyes shut again, hid from the light in the bedroom 
and from the side of his friend's head, and forced the words out of his mouth. "Putting his dick in my mouth." 


Richie moved to the other nipple, fluttered his tongue at it, and a fresh wave of pleasure rolled through Jon's 
body. "Mm-hm. And did you like it?" 


"Yeah," Jon whimpered. "I sucked it til he." 

Chuckling, Richie said, "What else?" 

"He put it in me." 

"I know, you already said that." 

The tone of his voice indicated he was messing with Jon, but Jon didn't know how to get past the hurdle 
without confessing to the whole desire. For a moment, he considered flipping Richie on his back and taking 
charge, but that was an even more distant possibility. So Jon took a deep breath (which pushed his chest 
deeper against Richie's mouth and sent a surge of electricity to his groin), and said, barely above a whisper, "In 
my bottom." 

"Oh," Richie said, and pulled off the nipple in order to look Jon in the face. "And did you like that?" 

Jon nodded. "Mm-hmm." 

"Did you touch yourself while you were thinking these things?" Richie asked, unfastening Jon's pants. 


"Yeah," Jon said. "| tried not to, but | couldn't help it." 


Cool air swept in and surrounded Jon's cock as Richie pushed the front of his pants and underwear down. Jon 


shivered. 

"Show me how you touch it," Richie said. 

"Richie, |--" 

"Show me what it's like when you're full of sinful thoughts about me." 


The words snapped something inside of Jon's chest, something deep and tight and primordial. He licked his 


fingers and grasped the head of his cock, massaged it lightly, and allowed himself to feel the ripples of heat it 
created without trying to deny them purchase of his body. 


"Looks like you know what you're doing," Richie teased. "What do you need me for?" 


Jon knew what he needed-- what he'd been needing since before he had even taken up the ambition and burden 


of serving a God that he could never please. 
| need you to defile me," he breathed. 


His hand twitched with the urge to cross himself-- an urge that now seemed almost as fraudulent as it was 
instinctive and mandatory. 


But the hand that wanted to make the sign of the cross was playing with his dick. And Richie was already 


moving it to make room for his mouth. The impulse died as Jon grasped his friend's hair instead. 


To Every Thing There Is A Season 


Heat. 


The incredible heat of it was what stole Jon's mind-- the deep, hot enclosure of Richie's mouth, sucking, 


swirling, knowing-- 

too much-- 

The specter of shame for what he was allowing boiled up in him, just as suddenly as the heat of the other 
man's mouth had, a flame all its own. Another human being tasting his penis, this tongue that had received the 
Eucharist back when it was a child's tongue, free of the knowledge of the things it knew now. 

Jon drew his knees up and pushed Richie's head away. "Stop--" 

"What's wrong?" Richie said, swiping his hair back from where it had fallen over his face. 

| don't know," Jon said, knowing full well the lie would only buy him a moment of reprieve. 

"Did it feel good?" 

‘It's so bad," Jon said, not knowing what else to say. 


Grinning, Richie said, "Wait til you find out where else | plan on licking you." 


For a few seconds, Jon's brain whirled with idiotic possibilities, before the answer to the implied question 


occurred to him. He scooted back, trying to sit up. "Oh no," he said, "no, no, no." 


Richie followed him, kissing his neck, and Jon felt himself weakening even under the influence of the light, 


goodnatured kisses. "It's bad in a good way," Richie murmured. "You'll like it, | promise.” 

'It's.. its-- dirty," Jon whispered, a flash of debauched excitement tearing through him even as he said it. 
"Yeah.." Richie purred. "I wanna defile you good and proper.” 

But even though his mouth was on Jon's neck, and his hand was on his dick, and even though Jon's body had 
become a lightning storm of arousal, Jon still shook his head, backed all the way against the wall, far enough 


that Richie finally let go of him. 


Richie scrunched his eyebrows for a second, before his face washed smooth again with understanding. "Oh, you 


mean actually dirty," he said. 


Feeling his cheeks reddening, Jon just nodded. 
Is not as dirty as you think,” Richie said. "You want me to get you a mirror and prove it to you?" 
Jon turned away, convinced his face would literally explode with the fire in it. 


Richie crawled over to him and laid an arm around his shoulders. "Or we could always.. you know," he said, 


nuzzling his way into Jon's neck again, "take you in the tub and wash you up first” 


Ice snaked through Jon's veins, paralyzing him where he sat. It was too much; he didn't know what he was 
doing, he didn't know what Richie was doing. And in that ghastly moment, he was smacked with a metaphor of 
Purgatory-- he couldn't go on, and he couldn't go back, either. But his crotch was still on fire, in stubborn 
contrast to the rest of him, and it made him want to cry, though he couldn't pinpoint a good reason to. 


Richie had already pulled back. "We don't have to do anything, if you don't want," he was saying, 


But Jon was barely listening. "I had a dream last night," he said. "I was in the woods, and there was this tree 
there. It was huge, and | was standing at the base of it, and | was looking at its bark and trying to figure out 
what kind of tree it was. And it was getting dark, and | knew there were wolves out there at night, but | 

couldn't make myself fucking get out of there, | just kept staring at that goddamn tree, trying to figure out 


what it was." 


The words were pouring out of him so rapidly, he wasn't sure if he was making sense to Richie at all. Maybe it 


didn't matter. 


"And when | tried to touch it, to feel the bark, there was nothing there. It was a clearing where | was wide 


open to the fucking wolves, and | knew | couldn't run away." 


He paused, staring at his fists balled up in his lap. Those hands that had done the duties of an altar boy, that 
had written composition papers that clashed with everything he believed, though he couldn't admit it as he 
wrote them. The hands that had done things to his own body in the past few weeks he thought he would 


never ever do, and he'd felt increasingly little guilt for it. 
"So what happened?" Richie asked. 


Jon exhaled slowly, and peeled his fingers out of the fists, stretched his hands out wide and inspected them. 


"Nothing," he said. "There weren't any wolves. | woke up." 
Cupping the back of the other man's neck, Richie said, "What do you want?" 
It wasn't a challenge, and Jon knew it. It was merely a question-- another person wishing to know what he 


wanted to do, what was in his heart, and on his mind Jon thought it might have been the first time in his 


entire life another person cared to know this. 


He twisted around and landed astride Richie's lap, pulling the man into a kiss that hurt his lips. "You," he said, 
when their mouths parted. He thought of the fact that Richie had just had his dick in this mouth he was now 
kissing, and it made him want to put his tongue inside it, taste it to see if it was different now, but he couldn't 
bring himself to do it. 


"You sure?" Richie said, his hands creeping beneath the loosened armor of Jon's pants and underwear. He 


scooped the man's ass up into his palms and pulled him in closer. 

"Does it hurt?" Jon asked. 

"Does what hurt?" 

"You know." 

"Whoa," Richie said, grasping his hips and nudging him away, just a little. "You mean.. that?" 

"Why not?" 

"Because we haven't even-- actually done anything yet. Not, you know.. like that.” 

"I know, that's why | wanna do it" 

Richie smirked a little. "You checking things off a great big Sinner's List, or something?" 

The question fell on Jon's gut like a fist. "No," he said. "I just.. I've been thinking about it a long time." 

He thought Richie must have seen something in his face, or a deflation in his posture, because the sudden 
cynicism in the other man's expression softened. "How long?" Richie said, pulling Jon into him, wrapping his arms 
around him. 

Jon laid his head against Richie's shoulder. "I think the first time | thought of it, | was maybe thirteen or so." 
"Did it scare you?" 

"| threw up." 

"No you didn't" 

"Yes | did. And then | jerked off while | was still there in the bathroom." 


Richie started laughing. "Christ. You poor, fucked up Catholic boy." 


"Yeah." 
Grazing his fingertips up Jon's spine, up under his shirt, Richie asked, "How long you been wanting me to do it?" 
Jon shivered. "Since the day | met you." 


Curling the fingers of his free hand up under Jon's chin, Richie lifted his face into a gentle kiss. When their lips 
parted, he said, "It could hurt. If we try to go all the way in just one night" 


"What if | don't care?" 

"/would care. | think you deserve better than that. And what's the hurry?" 

Jon buried his face in Richie's neck, muffling his voice. "| don't wanna go back." 

"Back to the school?" 

"Any of it" 

"So don't go back." 

"Hts all | know." 

"You know me." 

"And my parents--" Jon said, his words barely audible, even to himself. He already knew there would be no 
return to ‘normal with his mother and father; and though there was a part of him that was already grieving 
that, a larger part of him was opening up like a desperate inhale after suffocation. "What am | gonna tell 
them?" 

"Don't worry about it right now, okay?" Richie said. "Or ever, if you don't want to." 

"And then what? | just walk away from everything? What am | supposed to do after that?" 

Richie drew him in tighter. "Stay with me." 

Jon's head went light. The words were small and concrete, but the meaning of them felt illusory and liquid, 


something Jon couldn't grasp in his hands, or within the framework of his thoughts. 


stay with me 


It was simple, and yet twenty years of knowledge and understanding contradicted its possibility. Jon responded 
the only way he knew how. 


"Make it real for me." 


He wasn't even entirely sure what he meant by it, but to his relief, Richie had some interpretation of his own, 


and acted on it. 

"Okay," the other man said, rolling Jon off his lap, and onto his back on the bed. 

As Jon felt himself swallowed between the well-worn softness of Richie's bed, and the sanctuary of Richie's 
body, he gave up his thoughts, allowing the fragment of a single final one to linger behind. The thoughts were 
his Hell. Not the Thoughts he had had about boys when he was a kid, or the ones he'd been having about 
Richie for the last few months. 

Richie pulled Jon's shoes and socks off, a reverence in the touch that Jon was dimly aware should have 
embarrassed him, but somehow didn't. He arched his body up at the right moments to allow his pants and 
shirt and underwear to be removed. And then he watched, without flinching, as Richie removed his own clothes. 
Lying down on his side, Richie urged Jon to face him, pulling the man's thigh up over his hip. 

"Is this okay?" 


"Yeah," Jon said, shivering as their cocks pushed together, pinned between their bellies. "Oh..." 


Richie spread his hand over Jon's ass, his fingers opening up wide to claim as much of it as he could in a single 


touch. "Stay here." 

"Where am | gonna go?" Jon breathed, half-smiling. 

"| mean here. At this apartment. In this bed." 

"| haven't--" 

"I can't handle seeing you once a month and knowing in between there's a bunch of fucking idiots making you 
think you're a bad person. | just." Richie closed his eyes, searched for a thought that was too fragmented-- 
or too frightening-- to express. "I just miss you when you're gone, and | don't know how to make it go away. 
I've never had it happen before." 


Jon's stomach fluttered inside him. "You better claim me then," he said. 


A huge grin overtook the flash of surprise in Richie's face. "Gladly," he said. It sounded like the release of a 
long-held breath. 


Jon gasped as the other man slipped his hand between his legs, sought out the places of him he never 


dreamed another person would touch. He dug his fingernails into Richie's shoulder. 
"Ohh God.." 

‘Is that good?" 

"Yes. Yes. Put it in, | want you in me." 

"Jesus," Richie said, his eyes widening. "Okay." 


He pulled his hand out and leaned over Jon, reaching into the drawer of the nightstand to pull out the lubricant 
he had produced the night they had traded handjobs. 


"You're sure this is what you want?" he asked, uncapping it and squeezing it into his hand. 

Jon took a cursory inventory of everything inside him, and it was all eclipsed by the crushing need to feel 
owned by this man so completely it couldn't be undone with future penance and absolution-- the memory of it 
would always be stronger than any desire to repent of it. 

"Take me," he said. 

Richie slid his wet hand through Jon's legs again, parted him, pushed a finger inside him. 

For a halcyon moment, it was all Jon felt, the sensation of it, the pleasure. 

And then things-- things he could name, and other things he couldn't name, and things that undoubtedly had 


no names-- began to swell and crash in around him. Fears and hatreds and wishes and memories. Feelings that 


slithered around the edges of his head and his heart, some he'd forgotten he had, some he never knew were 


there. 

He pulled himself into Richie's chest before the first of the tears started hitching out of him, and he was 
dimly aware of Richie smoothing his hair with his free hand, his cheek pressed against the side of Jon's head, 
whispering to him, "I got you, Jonny. Its gonna be okay, baby." 


And after a minute or two, or maybe an hour, or a week had passed, the pleasure was again the thing that 


Jon felt, stronger than everything else, and he gave himself up to it. 


Jon sat on a bench outside the front doors of St. Mary Seminary, beneath the shade of a tremendous sugar 
maple tree, and waited. He had spent two nights and days at Richie's place before Richie had convinced him to 
come back to the school and formally withdraw. Jon had wanted to simply never return, but Richie had pointed 
out that, sooner or later, either the seminary administration, or Jon's parents, were going to file a missing 


persons report on him, and maybe that sort of melodrama wasn't needed right now. 


So Jon had returned. He had asked Richie to leave for awhile and come back, and Richie had obliged. After 
Richie had gone, Jon had entered his dorm and, with a certainty he felt about precious few things in his life, 
decided to take only his money before he left the room for the last time. 


Upon meeting with school officials, he had been informed that he was a stellar student, and that losing him as 
a potential clergyman was a serious blow to the Church. More than once, he'd been not-so-subtly prodded for 
information on what had caused this change in him. At some point, Jon began to suspect the school officials 
thought he had been drawn into drug abuse. This amused him enough to distract him through the signing of 
things. 


Now he waited, listening to the quiet rustle of an almost non-existent breeze through the leaves of the tree. 
He wasn't sure what all he was waiting for. His parents wouldn't know how to get in touch with him, so he 
wouldn't have to hear from them until he was ready. Richie had told him he was welcome to stay with him as 


long as he needed. Or wanted. And they both knew that could be awhile-- Jon had no idea how to be 
independent, but for the first time in his life, he was hungry to learn 


Twisting in his spot, he touched the commemorative plaque that decorated the backrest of the bench. In raised 
letters he had read dozens of times in the past, the plaque honored a priest who had died some thirty-five 
years before. Every time Jon had seen the plaque, he had thought about how only the oldest members of the 
staff might now know who that priest was, and he had tried not to let the thoughts slip into nihilism. Surely 
the old guy had done some good in his life, right? Good that had reverberated down the years? 


But so did a lot of other people who didn't wear clerical collars or stay celibate. 
The honk of a horn shook Jon out of his thoughts, and he looked up to see Richie's car at the edge of the 


drive. He gave Richie a wave to let him know he was on his way, then he pressed a palm against the bark of 


the tree. He thought he might miss it, but he didn’t really know. 


He set off across the lawn, only giving a single glance back. The tree was still green, save for a single leaf that 


had turned yellow and was fluttering excitedly in the breeze. Fall was coming. Or maybe it was already here. 


Jon didn't know that much about how leaves and the turning of seasons worked in nature. He decided it would 


be one of the first things he would learn about when he got home. 


END 


